PATCHWORK                                           "A"
Same day:  'Evening.
That was a false start. . . . We're only here for
two nights, but we've moved with all our incredible
luggage to another hotel. The Taj is an excellent
place, I do not doubt, but I couldn't stand the
literature, only three books, but rows and rows of
them, Michael Fielding, Marie Stopes and "Jesting
Pilate."
I haven't seen a bookstall in this more humble
hostel.
This bedroom is a corner room, built, as it were,
in the arrowhead of masonry between two converg-
ing streets, along which trams bang and jangle.
The room, perhaps because it is so important, butt-
ing out for ever into the busy square below, has a
number of ridiculous columns round which I play a
kind of hide-and-seek with my luggage and with
bearer.
Punkas hang between all these columns, but they
are electric punkas and they click as they reach
their limit of oscillation, and they make a tiny blue
spark in the night.
Bearer has elected to % dress himself entirely in
khaki for the journey, and looks like a little mud
man, but he wears a scarlet belt or girdle, and that,
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